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Tjje Life and Death 

Perty, I had thought, my lord, tohaveifiarn d Iw 
health of you. 

TVcr.Why is he not with the QueenC'? 

Percy Moyny good Lord,hehath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his Staffe ofOffice, anddifperft 
The Houfhold of the King* 

iViir. What was his realon ?• 

He was not forefolv’d, when welaft fpake together. 

P ercy>^tcviiQ your Lbrdfhip was prodaimedTraytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenlpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And lentjne overby-Barkely, to difeover ' 

W hat power the Duke of Yorke had levied there. 

Then with diredion to repaire to Ravenlpurgh. 

Nor. Have you forgotthe Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 

Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re I did remember: to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did looke on him. 

Nor. Then learne to know him now: this is the Duke* 

Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice,. 
Such as it is, bcingtender,raw, and young, 

Which elder dayes fhall ripen, -and eonfirmc 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percy, and be furO; - 
I count my ■'elfe in.^thing elfe fo happy,: 

As in a (bule remembring. ray good iriends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love. 

It ftiall be ftill thy true loves recompence. 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus feales ic. 

Nor. How farre is it to Barkley ? and what ftirre 
Kcepes good old there,witn his men of Warre ? 

Percy. There ftands the Caftle,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann a with three hundred men,asl have heard. 

And in itare.the Lords of Porkc, Barkely^vA Seymor, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimatc. 

Enter Ro(fe,a»d Willoughby. 

AVr.Here comes the Lordsof RoJ[e,ind Willoftghbi, 

Bloody 


^tlicbard the fecond. 

Bloody with Ipurring , fiery red with baft. 

Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfiics 
AbaniftitTraytorjall myTreafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich'd, 
shall be your love, and labours recompence. 

Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Ltt:d, 
Wtl. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 

Bui. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of thepoorc. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yearcs. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here 
Enter Barkely, 

Nor Lx is my Lord of Barl^elj as I guefle. 

BarJ^ My Lord of Hereford,my meffage is to you* 
Bui. My Lord, my anfweris toLanca^ier, 

And I amcometofeckethat name in England, 

And I muft find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay. 

Bark^ Miftake me not,my Lord,’tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. ° 

To you, my Lord, I come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The puke of Torke ,to know what pricks you on 
ioMke advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-bome Armes* 
'Enttr y^rke. 

.®«/.I/hall notneed tranlport my words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle. 

WW f y thy Knee, 

Whole duty rs deccivable and falfe. 

My gracious Vndc. 

I , J””* 7“t>tut,Grace me noGrace,nor Vncle me, 

J am no Traytors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 
wan ungracious mouth, is but prophane. 

Why have thefebamfhd, and forbidden Legges. 

theduflof Englands Ground? 

- |ut more then why, why have they dat'd to march 
.0 many miles upon her peacefull Bofome, 
frighting her pale fac’d ViUages with Warm, 
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